i4                   LETTERS FROM SAMOA
here and there one gets a glimpse of rocky hills beyond with strange shades of red upon them. We passed a few house-boats moored to the banks, and I could not help thinking how unutterably dreary it must be to live in them; the few green trees clustered about some of the stations were the only thing that broke the deadly monotony, We were quite glad to be cheered up by a conjurer who came on at Suez : a very excellent one, too, who did his tricks on the open deck and in the middle of us, with no apparatus whatever. Once he unwound a strip of muslin from his turban and handed it to two gentlemen sitting by me; they cut it in two, burned the cut ends with matches, and folded both up together. When the conjurer took an end and shook it, all was whole again, and he tucked it back into his turban as before. . . .
Christmas Day.
* HIS has been a strange and rather a sad X day to us all, I think. It began in a melancholy way, as one of the sailors died yesterday afternoon and the funeral took place this morning. I thought it was to be very early, but when I went on deck at eight o'clock, I just reached the top of the companion as the body was slid overboard off a plank. It brought my heart to my mouth and sent me below again faster than I had come up. Poor fellow, he